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OF FIFTY--T HREE
Strength Gave Out
Mrs. Schmitt Wis Miserable From

Kidney Trouble Until Doin'i Came

to Her Assistance. Now WelL

"My kidneys gave out during the
change of life," says Mrs. Margaretha
Schmitt, 63 Alabama Ave., Brook-
lyn, N. Y. "My back ached and pained
as if it were broken. When I moved in
bed, sharp, darting pains caught meBy BERTRAND W. SINCLAIR

(Copyright: Little, Brown & Co.)

UNUSUAL COMBINATION FOUND IN THIS GRIPPING STORY

OF THE GREAT NORTHWEST

Plenty of stories have been written of the great Northwest be-

cause there are real people there men who fit in with the
vigor and the strength of the rucked country where they dwell, but
It Is unusual to run across a tale which combines a vivid and convinc-
ing picture of life In the far North with a genuine and wholesome love
story and glimpses of life In what the world calls civilization "back
East" or "down South." Such a combination Is found, however. In
"North of Fifty-Three- ," the tlrst Installment of which appears below.
Bertrand Sinclair, the author, knows the wild life of the frontier as
well as the conventional life of the modern city, and the contrasts
between the two are bfought out vitidly as this gripping tale unfolds.

THE EDITOR.

tentatively friendly and nothing more.
Hazel spent her Sundays as she had
spent them for a year past with Jack
Barrow; sometimes rambling afoot in
the country or in the park, sometimes
Indulging In the luxury of a hired
buggy for a drive.

But Mr. Bush took her breath away
at a tlm and in a manner totally un-
expected. He finished dictating a
batch of letters one afternoon, and sat
tapping on his desk with a pencil. Ha-
zel waited a second or two, expecting
him to continue, her eyes on her notes,
and at the unbroken silence she looked
up, to find him staring fixedly at her.
There was no mistaking the expres-
sion on his face. Hazel flushed and
shrank back involuntarily. She had
hoped to avoid that. It could not be
anything but unpleasant.

She had small chance to Indulge In
reflection, for at her first
move he reached swiftly and caught
her hand.

"nazel," he said bluntly, "will you
marry me?"

Miss Weir gasped. Coming without
warning. It dumfounded her. And
while her first natural impulse was
to answer a blunt "No," she was flus-
tered, and so took refuge behind a
show of dignity.

"Mr. Bush !" she protested, and tried
to release her hand.

But Mr. Bush had no Intention of
allowing her to do that.

"I'm In deadly earnest," he said'.
"I've loved you ever since that Sun-
day I saw you in the park feeding
the swans. I want you to be my wife.
Will you?"

"I'm awfully sorry," nazel stam

across my back and I
couldn't (urn. Mornings
I was stiff and sore and
it felt as if heavy
weights were tied to me.
I was so worn-out- . I
often came near fall-
ing from dizziness and
flashes of fire would
come before my eyes,

Km Schmitt blinding me.
"I bid the most se

vere headaches and my kidneys didn't
act regularly. The secretions passed
too often and caused much distress.
I was hardly able to do my housework
and just to walk upstairs took all my
strength.

"As soon as I began taking Doan's
Kidney Pills, I improved and six
boxes put me in better health than I
Had enjoyed for years."

Mrs. Schmitt Rave the foregoing
statement in 1916 and on April 6,
1917, she said: "My cure has been
permanent. I keep Doan's on hand,
however, and take a few dosea occa-
sionally."

Get Doan's at Any Store, 60c a Bos

DOAN'SXV
FOSTER-MILBUR- CO.. BUFFALO. N. Y.

Plumb Pudding.
"Charlie, dear," suid Mrs. Newlywed,

"this Is my first plum pudding."
"It looks rather nice," said Charlie,

dubiously.
"Do you know, I was wondering

wlille making It," went on Mrs. N.,
"why we call It plum pudding when
there Isn't a plum In It !"

"I fancy, my dear," said Charlie, hav-In- g

eaten a little, "the word should be
spelt 'plumb,' which you will find by
the dictionary, means 'a little mass or
weight of lead !' "

About $."500,000,000 a year Is be-

ing spent on education in the United
States.

IN THE SPRING
will be the great test of a life and death
struggle on the Western front. In the
everyday walks of life, it is the spring
time that brings ill health. One of the
chief reasons why the run-dow- n man
finds himself in a bad state of health in
March or April, is because he has spent
nearly all his hours for the past four or
five months penned up within the walls
of house, factory or office. It is the rea-
son for our diminished resistance that
is, lack of out-doo- r life, coupled with
perhaps over-eatin- lack of good exer-
cise, insufficient bleep, and constipation.
In other words, we keep feeding the
furnace with food but do not take out
the "clinkers," and our fire does not burn
brightly. Always keep the liver active.

There is nothing better for health than
taking an occasional mild laxative, per-
haps once a week; such a one as you
can get at any drug store, made up of
May-appl- jalap, aloes, (sugar-coate-

tiny, easily taken ), which has stood the
test of fifty years of approval namely.
Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets. But for
the "Spring Fever," the general run-dow- n

condition, the lack of ambition, the
"blues," one should take a course of
treatment every spring; such a standard
tonic as Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical Dis-
covery, now to be had in tablet form in
sixty-ce- vials. Watch the people go
plodding along the street. There's no
spring, no vitality. A vitalizing tonic such
as this vegetable extract of Dr. Pierce's
rives you the power to force yourself Into
action. The brain responds to the new
blood In circulation, and thus you're ready
to make a fight against stag-natio- which
holds you In bondase. Try it nowl Don't
wait! Today is the day to begin. Gain a
little "pep." and laugh and Jive. Vim and
vitality are the natural of a
healthy body. It does not spring1 up in s
night. Try thla spring: tonic, and you gain
the courage that cornea with rood health.

Smalt Pill
Small Dose
Small Price

I Carters)

FOR
CONSTIPATION
have stood the test of time.
Purely vegetable. Wonderfullj
quick to banish biliousness,
headache, Indigestion and to
clear up a bad complexion.

Genuine bears signature

PALE FACES
Generally Indicate lack

, of Itod la the Blood

Carter's Iron Pills
WUl help this conditio?

In.
i? ? --r z

Don't Use Any Other
Than Guticura Soap
To Clear Your Skin
27 mT r
BRONCHIAL TH0U2LES
Sooth- - fh4 Irritation and Too relieve the
dUtrees. i ftotn qoickiy n nertlveiy

by promptly win a dependable remedx--"

LESSON FOR MARCH 31

JESUS OUR EXAMPLE IN SERVICE.

GOLDEN TEXT Let this mind be la
you, which was also In Christ Jesus.
Phil. 2:5.

PRIMARY TOPIC Jesus our example
In helping others.

MEMORY VERSE-Foll-ow me.-M- att.

i:9.
EASTER LESSON.
LESSON TEXT- -I Cor. 15:50-5- 8.

GOLDEN TEXT Thanks be unto God
who glveth us the victory through our
Lord Jesus Christ. I Cor. 15:55.

(Read Phil. 2:1-11- .)

A great many Sunday schools will
probably omit the review lesson and
devote the day to some special Easter
exercises. This practice we cannot
wholly condemn, but we would urge
every school to devote some time to a
consideration of pie lesson text.

Review Sunday is dreaded by many
superintendents, but it Is a test of
knowledge and skill In teaching, as
well as the character of work done dur-

ing the past three months.
Some codemn Bible-scho- teaching

by comparing It disparagingly with
that of the day school without taking
Into consideration the difference be-

tween paid and volunteer teachers, the
limited time devoted to study, disci-

pline and other features. It Is mani-

festly unfair to Judge the Sunday
school by the same pedagogical stand-
ards as are applied to our public
schools. The Sunday school deals with
spiritual realities and not alone with
moral Issues. It Is a wonderful tes-

timony to the blessing of God that with
such meager equipment, training and
time at our disposal, the results of the
Sunday school are so wonderfully effec-

tive In the Christian development of
our country. With religious education
legislated out of our public-scho- sys-

tem, almost entirely, neglected in our
homes, and not one family in five or
six connected with the Christian
church, this suggests a condition savor-
ing of cultured paganism. This ought
not to discourage the Sunday-schoo- l

worker, but rather challenge him to
greater concentration and more val-

iant endeavor.
If a review Is desired, summarize the

lessons by allowing twelve classes or
twelve persons to each bring in a brief
digest.

Lesson 1 gives us the testimony of
John the Raptlst concerning the one
"mightier" than himself, "whose shoes
he was not worthy to unloose." Les-

son 2 shows the impeccability of Je-

sus, In that he was "tempted In all
points like as we are, yet without sin."
Lesson 3 reveals him as the holy one
of God, with power over unclean spir-
its and other sicknesses. Lesson 4
shows us Jesus as Savior who has
power on earth to forgive sins. If he
be not the Son of God the worship of
Jesus Is nothing less than paganism or
idolatry. Lesson 5 shows us Jesus as
Lord of the Sabbath. Lesson 6 ns the
Son of God, not only In his healing
power but In his authority over un-

clean spirits with power to delegate
that authority to others. Lesson 7
shows Jesus as the great teacher who
will bring forth abundant fruit and
eternal life. Lesson 8 shows the mar-
velous germinal power of the divine
seed. Lesson 9 shows Jesus as the
Son of God, whom even the winds and
the sea must obey. Lesson 10 shows
us Jesus as the Son of God with power
over death. Lesson 11 shows us Jesus
as not only having authority over un-

clean spirits, but possessing power to
Impart that authority to others, while
Lesson 12 shows us his compassion
upon the unshepherded multitude, and
the exercise of his divine creative
power in feeding them.

Of course such a review will be
rapid. and perhaps incomplete, but it
will show that Jesus meets every situ-

ation and that his grace is sufficient
for all the conditions of life. It will
also show that his words communicate
vitality to society but that their ef-

fectiveness depends upon the response
which Is accorded to them.

If a test Is required of the pupils, a
set of questions covering the work of
the quarter should be prepared and
given to them a week In advance,
from which a half dozen might be se-

lected for written review during the
class hour. This Is no theoretical
plan. The writer knows of many Sun-

day schools where written reviews are
being successfully conducted.

The Holy Land where Christ lived,
suffered, died and rose again, has re-

cently been captured from the control
of the Ottoman empire, and current
history Indicates the probable early
establishment of a Jewish state In this
land of prophecy.

A Christian on his knees can get a
clearer vision of heaven than a sin-
ner can with a telescope.

The first law that God gave unto
man was the law of pure obedience- --

for as much as to obey is the proper
offlce of a rational soul. Montaigne.

"It Is only when tomorrow's bur-
den Is added to the burden of today
that the weight is more than we can
bear."

An Inconsistent Christian Is no evi-
dence that the Bible is not true.

He who keeps close to God will not
be close with God,

"Give me a chance to show you that
I can make you happy," he pleaded.
"Don't leave. Stay here where I can
at least see you and speak to you. I
won't annoy you. And you can't tell.
After you get over this surprise you
might find yourself liking me better."

"That's Just the trouble," Hazel'
pointed out. "If I were here you
would be bringing this subject up In
spite of yourself. And that can only
cause pain. I can't stay."

"I think you had better reconsider
that," he said; and a peculiar an
ugly light crept Into his eyes, "unless
you desire to lay yourself open to be

"Take Your Hands Off Me, Please

Ing the most-talked-- young woman
In this town, where you were born,
where all your friends live."

"That sounds like a threat, Mr.
Bush. What do you mean?"

"I mean Just what I say. I will
admit that mine Is, perhaps, a selfish
passion. If you Insist on making me
suffer, I shall do as much for you.
There are two characteristics of mlue
which may not have come to your at-
tention: I never stop struggling for
what I want. And I never forgive or
forget an Injury or an insult. If you
drive me to It, you will find yourself
drawing the finger of gossip. Also,
you will find yourself unable to secure
a position In Granville. Also, you may
find yourself losing the er regard ol
this ah fortunate Individual upon
whom you have bestowed your affec-
tions; but you'll never lose mine," he
burst out wildly. "When you get done
butting your head against the wall
that will mysteriously rise In your
way, I'll be waiting for you. That's
how I love. I've never failed In any-
thing I ever undertook, and I don't
care how I fight, fair or foul, so that
I win."

This isn't the fifteenth century,"
Hazel let her indignation flare, "and
I'm not at all afraid of any of the
things you mention. Even If I weren't
engaged, I'd never think of marrying
a man old enough to be my father a
man whose years haven't given him a
sense of either dignity or decency.
Wealth and social position don't mod-
ify gray hairs and advancing age.
Your threats are an insult. This isn't
the stone age. Even if it were," she
concluded cuttingly, "you'd stand a
poor chance of winning a woman
against a man like well " she
shrugged her shoulders, but she was
thinking of Jack Barrow's broad shoul
ders, and the easy way he went up a
flight of stairs, three steps at a time.
"Well, any young man."

With that thrust, Miss nazel Weir
turned to the rack where hung her hat
and coat.

Bush caught her by the shoulders be-

fore she tool; a second step.
"Gray hairs and advancing age!" he

said. "So I strike you as approaching
senility, do I? I'll show you whether
I'm the worn-ou- t specimen you seem
to think I am. Do you think I'll give
you up Just because I've made yoo
angry? Why, I love you the more for
It; it only makes me the more det
mined to win you."

"You can't. I dislike you more every
second. Take your hands off me,
please. Be a gentleman if you can."

For answer he caught her up close
to him, and there was no sign of de-

cadent force In the grip of his arms.
He kissed her; and Hazel, In blind
rage, freed one arm, and struck at Mm
man fashion, her hand doubled Into
a small fist. By the grace of chance,
the blow landed on his nose. There
was force enough behind it to draw
blood. He stood back and fumbled for
his handkerchief. Something that
6ounded like an oath escaped blm.

That the threats made by
Bush were not idle was shown
when on his sudden death his
will was found to contain a pro-

vision which brought disaster to
Hajrel. The next installment
tells how this was brought
about.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

We all have a soft spot in our head
at birth and some of us sever lose it

wondering mildly why she should be
called upon to shoulder a part of Nelly
Morrison's work, and a trifle dubious
at the prospect of facing the rapid-fir- e

dictation Mr. Bush was said to inflict
upon his stenographer now and then.

When she was seated. Bush took np
a sheaf of letters, and dictated replies.
Though rapid, his enunciation was per-

fectly clear, and Ilazel found herself
getting his words with greater ease
than she expected.

"That's all, Miss Weir." he said,
when he reached the last letter. "Bring
those in for verification and signature
as soon as you can get them done."

In the course of .time she completed
the letters and took them back. Bush
glanced over each, and appended his
signature.

"That's all, Miss Weir," he said po-

litely. ."Thank you."
And Ilazel went back to her ma-

chine, wondering why she had been
requested to do those letters when
Nelly Morrison had nothing better to
do than sit picking ut her type faces
with a toothpick.

She learned the significance of it the
next morning, however, when the of-

fice boy told her that she was wanted
by Mr. Bush. This time when she en-

tered Nelly Morrison's place was va-

cant Bush was going through his
mall, ne waved her to a chair.

"Just a minute," he said.
Presently he wheeled from the desk

and regarded her with disconcerting
frankness as If he were appraising
her, point by point, so to speak.

"My ah dictation to you yesterday
was In the nature of a try-ou- t, Miss
Weir," he finally volunteered. "Miss
Morrison has asked to be transferred
to our Midland branch. Mr. Allan
recommended you. The work will not
be hard, but I must have someone de-

pendable and discreet, and careful to
avoid errors. I think you will manage
It very nicely If you ah have no ob-

jection to giving up the more general

"That's All, Miss Weir," He Said y.

work of the office for this. The salary
will be considerably more."

"If you consider that my work will
be satisfactory," Miss Weir began.

"I don't think there's any doubt on
that score. You have a good record in
the office," he Interrupted smilingly.
"Now let us get to work and clean up
this correspondence."

Thus her new duties began. There
was an air of quiet In the private of-

fice, a greater luxury of appointment,
which suited Miss Hazel Weir to a
nicety. The work was no more diffi-

cult than she had been accustomed to
doing a trifle less in volume, and
more exacting In attention to detail,
and necessarily more confidential, for
Mr. Andrew Bush had his finger tips
on the pulsing heart of a big business.

The size of the check which Hazel
received in her weekly envelope was
Increased far beyond her expectations.
Nelly Morrison had drawn twenty dol-

lars a week. Miss Ilazel Weir drew
twenty-fiv- e a substantial increase
over what she had received In the ship-
ping department. With that extra
money there were plenty of little
things she could get for the home she
and Jack Barrow had planned.

Things moved along In routine chan-
nels for two months or more before
Ilazel became actively aware that a
subtle change was growing manifest in
the ordinary manner of Mr. Andrew
Bush. She shrugged her shoulders at
the idea at first. But she was a wom-
an; moreover, a woman of Intelligence,
her perceptive faculties naturally
keen.

The first symptom was flowers, dain-
ty bouquets of which began to appear
on his desk. Coincident with this, Mr.
Bush evinced an Inclination to drift
into talk on subjects nowise related
to business. Ilazel accepted the trib-
ute to her sex reluctantly, giving him
no encouragement to overstep the nor-
mal bounds of cordiality. ' She was ab-
solutely sure of herself and of her love
for Jack Barrow. Furthermore, Mr.
Andrew Bush, though well preserved,
was drawing close to flfty-an- d she was
twenty-two- . ltt in Itself reassured
her.

Thus the third month of her tenure
drifted by, and beyond the telltale
glances aforesaid, Mr. Bush remained

CHAPTER I.

Which Introduces a Lady and Two
Gentlemen.

Dressed In a plain white shirtwaist
end an equally plain black cloth skirt,
3Mlss Ilazel Weir, on weekdays, was

a unit in the office offoerely
Bush, Implement manufacturers.

Neither In personality nor in garb
would a casual glance have differenti-
ated her from the other female units,
occupied at various desks. A business
office is no place for a woman to pa-

rade her personal charms The meas-

ure of her worth there Is simply the
measure of her efficiency at her ma-

chine or ledgers. So that If any mem-

ber of the firm had been asked what
eort of a girl Miss Ilazel Weir might
Ibe, he would probably have replied
and with utmost truth that Miss Weir
jwas a capable stenographer.

But when Saturday evening released
iliss Ilazel Weir from the plain brick
office building, she became, until she
donned her working clqthes at 7 a. m.

Monday morning, quite a different sort
of a person. In other words, she
chucked the plain shirtwaist and the
plain skirt into the discard, got into
euch a dress as a normal girl of
twenty-tw- o delights to put on, and

half an hour or bo to "doing"
ber hair. Miss Weir then became an
entity at which fev persons of either
sex failed to take a second glance.

Upon a certain Saturday night Miss
Weir came home from an Informal
little party escorted by a young man.
They stopped at the front gate.

Til be here at ten sharp," said he.
"AnJ you get a good beauty sleep
tonight, Ilazel. That confounded of-

fice! I hate to think of you drudging
away at It. I wish we were ready

to"
"Oh, bother the office 1" she replied

lightly. "Anyway, I don't mind. It
doesn't tire me. I will be ready at
ten this time. Good night, dear."

"Good night, Ilazle," he whispered.
Here's a kiss to dream on."

Miss Weir broke away from him
laughingly, ran along the path, and
up the steps, klsswl her finger tips to
the lingering figure by the gate, and
rwent In.

"Bed," she soliloquized, "Is the place
for me right quickly If I'm going to be
xjp and dressed and have that lunch
ready by ten o'clock. I wish I weren't
euch a sleepyhead or else that I
.weren't a "pore wurrkln' gurl. "

At which last conceit she laughed
eoftly. Because, for a "pore wurrkln'
igurl," Miss Weir wis fairly well con-
tent with her lot She had no one de-

pendent on her a state of affairs
rwhlch, 4f it occasionally leads to lone-Illnes- s,

has its compensations. Her
salary as a stenographer amply cov-

ered her living expenses, and even per-
mitted her to put by a few dollars
monthly. She had grown up in Gran-jvlll-

She had her own circle of
friends. So that she was comfortable,
'even happy, in the present and Jack
Bartow proposed to settle the prob-
lem of her future; with youth's op-

timism, they two considered It already
nettled. Six months more, and there
wgs to be a wedding, a three-week- s'

honeymoon, and a final settling down
in a little cottage on the West side;
everybody In Granville who amounted
jto anything lived on the West side.
Then she would have nothing to do
,but make the home nest cozy, while
Jack kept pace with a real-estat- e busi-
ness that was growing beyond his most
,sangulne expectations.
' She kissed her finger tips to'hlni
again across the rooftops all grimed
Kvith a winter's soot, and within fif-

teen minutes Miss Weir was sound
asleep.

She gave the lie, for once, to the say-
ing that a woman Is never ready at the
appointed time, by being on the steps
a full ten minutes before Jack Barrow
appeared. They walked to the corner
and caught a car, and In the span of
half an hour got off at Granville park.

The city fathers, hampered In days
gone by with lack of municipal funds,
had left the square
of the rark pretty much as nature
made it; that is to say, there was no
ornate parking, no attempt at land-
scape gardening. Granville park was
a bit of the old Ontario woodland, and
os such afforded a pleasant place to
lottf In the summer months.

When Jack Barrow and Hazel had
finished their lunch under the trees,
in company with a little group of their
acquaintances, Ilazel fathered scraps

of bread and cake Into a paper bag.
Barrow whispered to her: "Let's go

down and feed the swans. I'd Just as
soon be away from the crowd."

She nodded assent, and they depart-
ed hastily lest some of the others
should volunteer their company. It
took but a short time to reach the
pond. They found a log close to the
water's edge, and, taking a seat there,
tossed morsels to the birds and chat-
tered to each other.

"Look," she said suddenly; "here's
one of my esteemed employers, if you
please. You'll notice that he's walking
and looking at things just like us or-
dinary, everyday mortals."

Barrow glanced past her, and saw a
rather tall, middle-age- d man, his hair
tinged with gray, a g man,
dressed with exceeding nicety, even to
a flower in his coat lapel, walking
slowly along the path that bordered
the pond.

Ills gaze wandered to them, and the
cool, well-bre- d stare gradually gave
way to n slightly puzzled expression
lie moved a step or two and seated
himself on a bench. Miss Weir became
aware that he was looking at her most
of the time as she sat casting the bits
of bread to the swans and ducks. It
made her s. She did not
know why she 6hould be of any partic-
ular Interest.

"Let's walk around a little," she sug-
gested. The last of the crumbs were
gone.

"All right," Barrow assented. "Let's
go up the ravine."

They left the log. Their course up
the ravine took them directly past the
gentleman on the bench. And when
they came abreast of him, he rose and
lifted his hat at the very slight incli-
nation of Miss Weir's head.

"How do you do. Miss Weir?" said
he. "Quite a pleasant afternoon."

To the best of Hazel's knowledge,
Mr. Andrew Bush was little given to
friendly recognition of his employees,
particularly In public. But he seemed
inclined to be talkative; and, as she
caught a slightly inquiring glance at
her escort, she made the necessary In-

troduction. So for a minute or two
the three of them stood there exchang-
ing polite banalities. Then Mr. Bush
bowed and passed on.

"He's one of the biggest guns In
Granville, they say," Jack observed.
"I wouldn't mind having some of his
business to handle. He 'started with
nothing, too, according to all accounts.
Now, that's what I call success."

"Oh, yes, in a business way he's a
success," Hazel responded. "But he's
awfully curt most of the time around
the office. I wonder what made him
thaw out so today?"

And that question recurred to her
mind again in the evening, when Jack
had gone home and she was sitting
In her own room. She wheeled her
chair around and took a steady look
at herself In the mirror. A woman may
never admit extreme plainness of fea-
ture, and she may deprecate her own
fairness, if she be possessed of fair-
ness, but fche seldom has any illusion
about one or the other. She knows.
Hazel Weir knew that she was far
above the average In point of looks.

She was smiling at herself Just as
she had been smiling at Jack Barrow
while they sat on the log and fed the
swans. But even though Miss Weir
was twenty-tw- o and far from unso-
phisticated, it did not strike her that
the transition of herself from a de-
mure, businesslike office person In so-

ber black and white to a radiant crea-
ture with the potent influences of love
and spring brightening her eyes and
lending a veiled caress to her every
supple movement, satisfactorily ac-

counted for the sudden friendliness of
Mr. Andrew Bush.

Miss Weir was unprepared for what
subsequently transpired as a result
of that casual encounter with the man-
aging partner of the firm. By the time
she went to work on Monday morning
she had almost forgotten the meeting
In Granville park.

Hazel's vork consisted largely of
dictation from the shipping manager,
letters relating to outgoing consign-
ments of implements.

It was, therefore, something of a
surprise to be called Into the office of
the managing partner on Tuesday aft-
ernoon. Bush's private stenographer
sat at her machine in one corner.

Mr. Bush turned from his desk at
Hazel's entrance.

"Miss Weir," he said, "I wish you
to take some letters."

Hazel went back for her notebook.

mered. She was Just the least bit
frightened. "Why, you're " The
thing that was uppermost In her mind
and what she came near saying, was;
"You're old enough to be my father."
And beside him there instantly flashed
a vision of Jack Barrow. Of course It
was absurd even though she appre
ciated the honor. But she did not fln
ish the sentence that way. "I don't
oh, it's simply impossible. I couldn't
think of such a thing."

"Why not?" He asked. "I love you.
You know that you can see it, can't
you?" He leaned a little nearer, and
forced her to meet his gaze. "I can
make you happy; I can make you love
me. I can give you all that a woman
could ask."

"Yes, but"
ne Interrupted her quickly. Ter- -

haps I've surprised and confused you
by my Impulsiveness," he continued
"But I've had no chance to meet you
socially. Perhaps right now you don't
feel as I do, but I can teach you to feel
that way. I can give you everything
money, social position, everything
that's worth having and love. Im
not an empty-heade- d boy. I can make
you love me."

"You couldn't," Hazel answered flat
ly. There was a note of dominance
In that last statement that Jarred on
her. Mr. Bush was too sure of his pow
ers. "And I have no desire to expert
ment with my feelings as you sug
gest not for all the wealth and social
position in the world. I would have
to love a man to think of marrying
him and I do. But you aren't the
man. I appreciate the compliment
of your offer, and I'm Borry to hurt
you, but I can't marry you."

His face' clouded.- - "You are

"Yes."
ne got up and stood over her. "To

some self-center- cub some puny
egotist in his twenties, .who'll make
you a slave to his needs and whims,
and discard you for another woman
when you've worn out your youth and
beauty," he cried. "But you won't
marry him. I won't let you I"

Miss Weir rose. "I think I shall go
home," she said steadily.

' "You shall do nothing of the sort I

There is no sense in your running
away from me and giving rise to gos-

sip which will hurt yourself only."
"I am not running away, but I can't

stay here and listen to such things
from you. It's Impossible, under the
circumstances, for me to continue
working here, so I may as well go
now."

Bush stepped past her and snapped
the latch on the office door. "I shan't
permit It," he 6ald passionately.
"Girl, you don't seem to realize what
this means to me. I want you and
I'm going to have you I"

"FJease don't be melodramatic, Mr.
Bush."

"Melodramatic! If it Is melodrama
for a man to show a little genuine feel-
ing, rra guilty. But I was never more
In earnest In my life. I want a chance
to win you. I value you above any
woman I have ever met. Most women
that"

"Most women would Jump at the
chance," nazel Interrupted. "Well,
I'm not most women. I simply don't
care for you as you would want me
to and I'm very sure I never would.
And, seeing that you do feel that way,
It's better that we shouldn't be thrown
together as we are here. That's why
I'm going."

"That Is to say, youH resign because
I've told you I care for you and pro-

posed marriage?" he remarked.
Exactly. It's the only thing to do

under the circumstance mm7


